182                      AMONG THE DRUSES

"In 1922," Fouad meanwhile was saying, "as the
French High Commissioner, General Gouraud, was mo-
toring from Beirut to Damascus, he was fired on by a
party of Arabs, who may have been bandits or perhaps
patriots. A secretary was killed and an Arab military
aide badly wounded.

"A certain Adhan Han jar, a Damascus Arab, was sus-
pected by the French of complicity in plots that pre-
ceded the shooting and perhaps led up to it. They sent
out an order for his arrest, and he fled to the Mountain
of the Druses. After he had entered our territory, he
was arrested on the road, in the presence of a number
of passing Druses. As the French soldiers took him, he
shouted: T am the guest of Sultan Pasha Atrash. I was
on my way to his house.5

"You must know that in the Djebel a guest is some-
thing sacred.

"The Druses who had heard him hurried here to the
Atrash castle. It was a time of peace, and Sultan Pasha
was riding with his falcons and hounds. In his absence
they told their story to his mother.

"When he returned, she met him at the door of the
castle and cried: 'You, my son, the earthen floor of whose
banquet-hall is black with grease from many sheep slain to
entertain guests, must now give protection/

" When have I ever failed?7 he replied.

" 'Adhan Hanjar/ she said, ccame into the Mountain
and on the way to your house he was taken and thrown
into prison at Souieda/

"Sultan Pasha burst into tears and sang the Druse
war-song: